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First Chance 


Author's Notes: 

Well, this was initially a chapter fic idea, but | only ever managed to compose two chapters of which this is 
the first. | thought | might still post it though, as a one shot or if | ever manage to get back on track with 
the full story. It works on is own as a standalone, and | thought it was a nice idea to toss it out there. Enjoy 
and compliment if you digged it 3 


Steve tried to calm himself, but his hands just wouldn't stop shaking. He wasn't normally all too nervous about 
performances or auditions, he'd been a musician for as long as he could remember and he'd played in several 
semi successful bands. Thing was, those bands were underground live acts with people around his own age, all 


with little to no fame or recognition to the masses. It was music for the sake of playing. 


This was different. It was unlike anything he'd ever done before, and as much as he tried to stay steady and 
secure as usual, it was an unnerving and downright terrifying experience. What if he missed a note? What if he 
forgot the bass line? What if he didn't have enough fervour? What if he didn't have enough integrity? This 
was the opportunity of a life time, he couldn't miss it, but what if he weren't as talented as he'd prouded 
himself to be? What if he was only mediocre at best, and he'd taken water over his head? 


The room itself was small and cramped and the air was too hot, making it difficult to breathe. Pearls of sweat 
glued Steve's dark bangs to his forehead, chestnut brown curls plastered to his cheeks and the sides of his 
neck. Still, he captured his bottom lip between his teeth and played on, the fretboard becoming slippery, the 
strings givinf off a more hollow sound than he would have liked. He glanced up off the floor, briefly scrutinizing 
that serious face for any emotion, a hint of anything. It remained blank, studying him thoughroughly and the 
bassist felt his cheeks burn as he dropped his eyes to the ground. 


When the final note rung, the silence that fell over them both was stifling. It felt like a sodden weight on 
Steve's shoulders that chained him to the ground, and he assumed he had already been ruled out. He must not 
have been good enough, he must have been lacking character. It felt like an eternity before the other presence 
in the room offered a reaction, Steve still cradling his bass in his arms like a newborn baby, as if it might 


offer support in the face of the oncoming onslaught. 


‘How old did you say you were again? Harry, was it? Oh, no, Steve. Sorry, must be my old age getting to me. 
Dementia, eh: 


‘Uh, its quite alright, I'm 25, Steve mumbled shyly, face half hidden behind his damp mop of wild curls, and his 


thick cockney didn't make the words any easier to pick up on. 


A curt nod, and the bassist managed to let out the breath he didn't know he'd been holding. He noticed his 
hands were still shaking, trying to conceal the embarrassing fact. He wasn't a rookie, he was better than this. 
He was professional by now, at least within his own standards. He could perform well, and he prayed he'd be 
given a second chance. He was good, he'd heard the other bassists through the wall as he waited for his turn. 


They weren't half as skilled, he could play circles around them, and that deduction wasn't even confidence or 
arrogance born. Some of them had appeared to be more than twice his age, and he still had more emotion and 


technicality than most of them. His downfall might be that he tended to be sloppy at times. 


‘You're really bloody talented, you know, probably amongst the best I've heard in a long fucking time. You were 
a bit sloppy there, but | can overlook a little cock up here and there. Not that there were any, but you never 


know how it'll sound live: 


Steve swallowed, his heart leaping up in his throat and pounding hard. He hadn't expected to be complimented, 
he'd expected nitpicking and the final ‘sorry, you're not what l'm looking for' treatment. Because this audition 
was truly overambitious, for the best of the best. If you were any less, you could scram. But here he was, 
receiving unexpected praise. Finally the bassist dared set his bass aside, although his eyes remained fixed to 
the floor. He didn't dare to speak unless spoken to, he didn't estimate a session musician's words mattered 


much to those of actual celebrity values. 


Because the man before him was a celebrity, a living metal legend in his own right. Vibrant and despite being 
surprisingly tiny, he had an overwhelming presence and charisma. His male aura filled the entire space between 


them, he turned heads whenever he walked in the room. Steve wished he possessed that confidence, it made 


him almost as jealous as much as it intrigued him. Wiping his forehead with the back of his hand, he finally 
snuck a peek at the older man. 


‘Are you afraid of me? | swear, | don't bite, although | wouldn't be surprised if people made you believe it. 


Some blokes are bloody arseholes: 


‘No, no, it's not that, | just.. | wouldn't know what ta say ta ye, really.’ stuttered Steve, startled and very 
much reminiscent of a deer caught in the headlights with his dark doe eyes wide, darting back and forth in 


near alarm. 


The bassist watched as the older man hopped off of the amp he'd been perched on, his mid back length hair 
falling over his shoulders as he moved. Straight and silky auburn strands, and Steve wasn't sure why they 
fascinated him so but he wanted to touch them. Neither did he know why he was fixated with the way the 
other man gesticulated, his hands moving vividly whenever he spoke. His voice was loud and direct, coming 


from full pink lips. His eyes were wide and intelligent, the shade a mixture of amber and hazel. 


His cheeks flushing again, Steve dropped his head. He couldn't look for too long, for fear of getting caught 
staring but also because it left an uneasy feeling in his stomach that he'd rather not think of. It reminded him 
too much of desire, and the thought was frightening. They were both men, and he didn't fancy men. That was 
that. 


‘Do.. ye wont me ta play sumthin’ else, uh, sir? Steve suddenly asked, realizing he had only gone over one song 


and perhaps it was better to take the time to show he could vary his playing moderately at the least. 


‘Nah, | think I've seen all | need to. Not that | know what else to make of the day from here on out, you see, | 
was planning on this entire gig to be a bit more of a struggle than it turned out. I'd expected to sit here on 
my bloody arse for the coming three or so days, watching bassists prance in and out the door with nothing to 
offer and what not. In the end, | was certain I'd have to choose the least mediocre outta that bunch of fucking 
wankers. And the superiors, the manager, giving me bollocks saying | ought to hire people to scramble up a 
band for me, but then how the bloody hell would | know whether they're a good match! Either way, you know 
what? You've just made my work, and my week as a matter of fact, a whole fucking lot less stressful. Oh, and 
don't call me sir, that's quite a bit too formal for the likes of myself. Bruce would be just fine, lad’ 


Steve thought he might faint, his knees feeling weak and he found himself having to grab onto the closest 
thing he could for support or he might lose his balance. A converiently placed chair made do, his fingers 
keeping an almost painfully tight grip on the back rest. Was he getting this right? Was it really implied that he 
had positively surprised the Bruce Dickinson? 


It made his head spin, the fact that someone like him might impress on a professional, impress on someone 
who could actually sustain themselves by making music as a living. He dropped down to sit on the chair, too 
insecure to believe his ears just yet. He needed a straight, flat out confirmation that what he assumed was 


indeed truth. 


‘Are you alright? You look a bit pale. Here: 


Steve looked up only to find Bruce standing right in front of him, a smile playing on his lips and his wide dimples 
dug deep into his cheeks as he held out a water bottle. It was his own water bottle, even marked with the 
man's name written in cursives on a taped on paper label. Steve didn't have the balls to turn the offer down, 
both out of fear and courtesy, and he tried not to visibly tremble when his fingers accidentally brushed 
Bruce's as he accepted the bottle. He drank very little intially, cautious so as not to touch very much of the 
pop up cap when he brought it to his lips. A chuckle brought him back to reality however, and he caught 


Bruce's amused expression, one eyebrow slightly raised. 


‘It's not poisoned, you know. And | have no germ phobia or that sort of thing as far as I'm aware. Also, I'm 


pretty sure the bottle isn't going to break: 


Bruce sounded reassuring rather than condescending however, and Steve found himself being swayed. He'd 
heard rumours that the singer could be touchey and downright impossible to please in person, and he didn't 
dare to upset him by overstepping boundaries. But as of now, he seemed to be like any other person, nothing 
out of the ordinary. It made the bassist braver, and he offered a weak apology before gulping down a few 
more chugs with less timidity, handing the bottle back and getting up on still wobbly, unsteady knees. 


‘There we are, eh? You've got a bit more colour on your face now, are you always this nervous?" 


Steve shook his head, not wanting Bruce to think this was his default mode. He might be shy, but this was 


ridiculous even by his standards. 
‘No, | s'pose | stressed meself up before'and, | won't be doin’ that fer nuthin’ again, he admitted. 


The soft compassionate, understanding smile Bruce offered in return made Steve's heart skip a beat. No way 
was that not genuine, and Steve found himself mentally slapping himself for buying into the mean spirited 
rumours he'd heard. You never truly know how somebody is going to work off of you until you meet and speak 
to them, and Bruce had proven to be no different from that norm. His eyes were warm and kind, and as he 
placed a hand on Steve's shoulder to squeeze iT encouragingly, it wasn't intimidating in the least. It was sweet 
and pleasant and the younger man found himself breaking out into a smile for the first time since he arrived, 


even the corners of his eyes crinkling. 


‘Now that's what | like to see. Keep your head up, you seem like a decent chap and you've proven you're quite 
dedicated. Couldn't get that talented without practice, eh? As for what | said earlier, it did mean exactly what 
you think, you're in. No question, hands down, you blew my bloody mind right there! Just don't get your 


knickers in a twist, now: 


A small wink and another dimpled grin, and Steve felt his heart melting, his palms sweating profusely. Even 
though he'd just been accepted as a member of Bruce Dickinson's live act, him being the one amongst all the 
bassists Bruce could have decided on - and really he could have just picked any big name within the metal 


music area - that he found to be just the right match. Even though he had been so terrified of flubbing, even 


as he went to gather his gear, Bruce's big amber eyes never left him while he tucked his bass snugly into its 
case. Even as Bruce took his hand and shook it tightly, the younger man worrying that perhaps his clammy 


hands would make the singer cringe in distaste. 


Even as they headed for the door, the smaller man on his way to chat up his manager and let him hear the 
details after he gave Steve instructions to return to the same place Friday evening to jam with the rest of 
the backup band lineup. Even as Bruce scribbled down a six song list that the bassist was supposed to learn - 


and was luckily already more than familiar with - and handed it over with a reprimand. 


Even as the bassist walked in a haze, skipping steps down the staircase while he left the concrete building of 
doom and gloom behind in favour of unlocking and climbing into his beat up old car. Even as he sat in silence 
behind the wheel, hands still shaking and his mind whirling with all the new information to process that was 
bordering on too much to take in. 


Even then, the smell of expensive cologne and a hint of blueberry lingered persistently in his nostrils. Even 

then, the bare flesh of his shoulder where a warm callused hand had rested tingled as if the touch had crept 
beneath the skin itself. Even then, the vision that was sticking with him whenever he shut his eyes was that 
of warm amber eyes and soft dimples. Even then, the promise that he would get to see the other man again, 


hear his voice and feel his presence and simply be near him, was enough to send his heart into a frenzy. 


Steve slumped back against the seat as all tension finally left him, body slack and eyes fixed on the sky that 
was a rare shade of bright blue. Another whiff of that scent, and he finally broke. He began to laugh, heartily 
and unhinged, like a madman. Like he couldn't stop, like he might die if he tried. Bruce had picked him. He was 
going on a world tour, he was going to be exposed to the life he'd always wanted. He was going to meet other 
idols, he was going to earn fans, to show off his talent, to have fun doing what he loved. But the sex and drugs 
and rock n roll cliches were all bleak in comparison to what really mattered. Bruce had handpicked him. So what 
if he would have a chance to drink and fuck every night? It didn't seem important, didn't seem interesting, 


because Bruce had picked him. 


